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Smooth  endless  days  notched  here  and  there  with  knives." — 

ELIZABETH  BROWNING  ( Aurora  Leigh). 
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"EVER    LET   THE    FANCY    ROAM." 

BEYOND  the  moon,  beyond  the  stars, 

Farther  than  sunlight's  farthest  ray, 
Flies  fancy — burst  from  mortal  bars 
She  speeds  her  way. 

As  swallow  wings  her  homeward  flight, 

And  presses  fearless  on  before, 
Through  scudding  clouds  of  blackest  night 
To  distant  shore. 

So  she  flies  onward  down  the  darkening  skies 

Till  space  is  dead  and  time  the  timeless  dies, 
And  there,  before  her,  flowing  boundless  rise 
The  soul-waved  waters  of  Eternity. 


"EXCEPT    YE   BE    BORN    AGAIN." 

Now  in  the  days  when  sinks  the  morning  star, 

When  weariness  is  bowing  low  my  head, 
When  faintly  murmuring  voices  from  afar 

Bring  echoed  inklings  of  the  fallen  dead  ; 

I  turn  the  pages  of  experience  sped, 
And  through  the  faded  chapters  of  my  brain 

Scan  hopes  outrun  and  time's  illusions  shed. 
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Like  puzzled  scholar  pondering  in  vain 

The  meaning  of  some  long  forgotten  lore  ; 
I  seek  to  know  the  mysteries  again 

That  lie  embedded  in  thought's  endless  store, 
Among  those  characters  that  blur  and  stain, 

To  find  a  token  for  the  present  hour, 
To  spur  the  jaded  spirit  and  regain 

Love's  watchward  with  its  all-sustaining  power. 

Sadly  I  gaze  upon  that  antique  text 

Where  linger  memories  of  pleasure  spent, 
Till  on  my  senses  doubtingly  perplexed 

There  breaks  the  joy  that  scatters  discontent. 

Now,  not  in  time-obliterated  scroll, 

Life  urges  to  an  ever  new-won  birth, 
To  prove  and  prove  again  as  years  unroll 

Our  heart's  allegiance  by  our  present  worth. 


4th  May,  1916. 


UNTIL    THE    ANCIENT    OF    DAYS    CAME." 
(Daniel  vi,  22.) 


WE  that  gaze  for  ever  on  the  ground, 
Knowing  not  the  way  that  we  are  bound, 
Shuffle  aimlessly  and  trail, 
Till  our  tired  bodies  fail, 
And  we  stumble  through  the  dust,  round  and  round. 


RUHLEBEN  POEMS 

n. 

Thoughtlessly  we  wander  from  the  way, 
Here  a  little,  there  a  little  stray, 

Driven  farther  from  the  light 

By  our  own  unseeing  sight, 
That  falters  at  the  promise  of  the  day. 

in. 

Linger  we  may  never  :    once  begun 

The  threads  through  all  eternity  must  run, 

Stretch  out  and  out  for  ever, 

No  shears  of  death  can  sever 
The  line  that  from  our  life  loom  we  have  spun. 

IV. 

Pause  we  cannot :    destiny  requires 
Our  endeavour.     Yearning  life  aspires 

To  satisfy  her  aim, 

To  know  from  whence  she  came, 
And  whither  leads  the  track  of  her  desires. 

v. 

Do  we  now  weave  careless  of  the  end  ? 
In  cowardly  futilities  expend 

The  force  that  in  us  welling 

Is  lovingly  impelling 
From  hour  to  hour  the  loom  of  life  to  tend  ? 

VI. 

Nameless  future  griefs  we  then  prepare, 
Miseries  that  no  men  ever  share  ; 

With  our  heart's  peace  self -destroyed, 

Through  an  everlasting  void, 
We  shall  wind  the  tangled  woof  of  our  despair. 
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VII. 

But  harmonies  will  smooth  the  crooked  plain 
For  those  that  have  struggled  to  attain, 

And  bear  them  down  the  ways 

To  the  Ancient  of  the  days 
The  guerdon  of  their  victories  to  gain. 

26th  February,  igi6. 


AIDE    TOI    ET    DIEU    T'AIDERA. 

CAN  beauty  be  found  when  the  soul  of  man  sleeps  ? 

Can  life  build  life  out  of  matter  unbending, 

Strike  gold  out  of  iron,  give  purpose  unending 

To  creatures  that  strive  in  a  temporal  clay  ? 

Moles  in  the  springtime  under  their  earthheaps 

Hear  not  the  breezes  that  stir  in  the  branches, 

Though  light  chases  shade  and  shimmering  dances, 

They  hide  and  are  blind  to  the  glories  of  day. 

Streams  fall  away  from  the  granite  of  mountains 

Flowers  that  in  valleys  grow  welcome  the  river, 

Bare  are  the  boulders  where  clouds  damply  shiver 

But  showers  feed  the  soft  lands,  rain  fills  the  wellsprings  ; 

Blossoms  the  fruit  tree,  and  kisses  the  fountains. 

Vineyard  and  cornfield  bathe  in  the  sunlight, 

While  sands  in  the  desert  stifle  the  bird's  flight 

That  over  warm  orchards  spreads  joyous  her  wings. 

Shall  we  that  are  mortal  be  blind  to  the  godhead  ? 

Resist  as  the  stone  of  the  rock-scattered  eminence 

To  the  flood  of  thy  love  ?     Admit  not  thy  Immanence 

Soulless  rejecting  the  movement  divine  ? 

Deserts  must  flower  where  the  spirit  flows  widespread 

Mind  leap  up  flamelike  at  soul's  inspiration 

To  battle  with  sin  by  a  ceaseless  creation 

Each  with  all  blending  to  mould  what  is  thine. 

Ruhleben,  February,  igi6. 
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GETHSEMANE. 

DEATH'S  shadow  broods  above  Him  in  the  night, 

Christ  is  alone — 

Dispersed  and  flown 
The  black-winged  cohorts  of  the  Prince  of  Fear  ; 

Like  beaten  curs 
The  doubts  that  sought  for  certainty  of  right 

Have  slunk  to  heel ; 

A  dumb  voice  stirs 
The  sombre  garden  with  expectant  praise, 

For  God  is  near, 

No  image  painted  on  an  altar  screen 

Has  bid  Him  kneel, 

No  stained  glass  sheen 
Filtering  feebly  down  in  dusty  rays — 

His  Father's  will  imparts  the  strength  to  drain 
What  cannot  pass  from  him— the  cup  of  pain 
The  chalice  of  all  mortal  agony. 


April,  1917. 


THE    PREACHER. 

A  PREACHER  said  :    "  Yea  all  is  vanity, 

Men  are  as  feathers  licked  into  a  fire 

Death  consumes  all  on  her  devouring  pyre 

So  end  our  virtue  and  humanity." 

Perhaps  the  Preacher,  if  he  lived  to-day 
Would  find  he'd  more  to  do,  less  time  to  say ! 
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"COME    UNTO    ME." 

FRAGRANT  with  love  as  flowers  on  summer  day, 
Selfless  as  waves  that  merge  and  interplay, 
Burning  with  life,  but  cold  as  moonlight  ray 
To  chill  the  lusts  of  our  mortality. 


THE    SEA. 

A  STILL  small  voice  cries 

Over  the  desolate  deep, 
Where  the  bodies  of  shipwrecked  men 

Are  rocked  in  sleep. 
It  is  calling  the  dead  to  rise 

From  their  cradle  under  the  sea  : 
"  Lonely  children  of  men 

Come  unto  Me." 


December,  1917. 


igi6. 
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THE    FALLEN    DEAD. 

SOMEWHERE  in  fields  where  a  new  day  is  dawning, 
Those  that  gave  life  to  add  gems  to  life's  crown 

Lie  where  they  fell,  with  their  face  to  the  morning, 
And  snow  like  an  angel  sweeps  peacefully  down, 

Kissed  into  rest  by  the  flakes  that  adore  them, 
Wrapped  in  their  smoothly  enveloping  sheet, 

They  lie  in  the  lap  of  the  mother  that  bore  them, 
Far  from  the  footprints  of  hurrying  feet. 


TO    LOVE. 

To  praise  thy  name  my  heart  was  lifted  up 

In  those  first  days  when  all  the  world  was  spring, 
My  love,  whose  forehead  memory  crowns  with  flowers, 

On  whose  right  hand  remembrance  sets  a  ring 
As  golden  witness  to  those  deathless  hours. 
Hand  beautiful  as  hers  who  held  the  cup 

Carved  for  the  lips  of  heaven's  immortal  King. 
Even  then  my  heart  was  lifted  up  in  praise 

Dear  love  to  thee — and  loving  thoughts  that  came 
Emblazoned  on  the  banners  of  old  time 
Now  troop  in  splendour  past  me  as  I  gaze — 
The  heart  that  beats  within  this  measured  rhyme 

Enshrines  the  broken  utterance  of  thy  name. 


March,  igi8. 
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"WHEN    WE    TWO    PARTED." 

How  cold  it  is — and  in  my  heart 

Is  winter  time, 
Here  we  met  and  here  must  part, 

Under  the  lime. 
There  were  leaves  about  us  then, 

They  are  gone, 
At  our  feet  were  pansies  then, 

Now  not  one. 
What  if  others  question  why 

This  should  be  ? 
We  are  willing — you  and  I — 

We  are  free. 
Goodbye — do  not  speak  again, 

Make  no  vow, 
All  you  gave  me  shall  remain 

Loved  as  now. 


November,  1916, 


TO    SLEEP. 

LET  beauty  dead 

Unloved — unwed, 

Come  to  me. 

Let  thoughts  unsaid 
Of  hearts  that  bled 
Speak  to  me. 
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Let  blossoms  shed 
When  summer  fled 
Live  for  me. 

Sleep  with  quiet  tread 

Comes  to  shut  my  eyes, 
Blossoms  strew  my  bed 

Dream  thoughts  from  the  skies. 


October,  igi6. 


RESTRAINT. 

ALL  men  are  born  encircled  by  a  chain, 

A  lover's  daisy  chain  whose  fairy  links 

Are  forged  by  nature — deftly  wrought,  and  twined 

In  gentle  curves  about  them  to  restrain 

The  impulse  of  the  animal  who  thinks 

That  power  to  do  is  freedom— threads  that  bind, 

But  bind  to  loose  the  spirit  inwardly 

From  lust  of  change,  that  changing  finds  no  rest  ; 

Fibres  of  God  that  free  eternally 

The  souls  of  those  who  work  at  His  behest, 

Thin  all  enduring  strands  that  never  fray 

Girding  the  senses  up  through  every  test. 

But  when  men  look  for  pleasures  of  a  day 

They  snap  the  love  chain — and  it  falls  away. 


1916. 


RUHLEBEN  POEMS  13 


FRIENDSHIP. 

THE  outward  grace  attractive  to  the  eye, 

The  loving  smile  expressed  without  constraint, 

May  yet  tempt  others  to  enact  a  lie 

And  bring  confusion  on  a  pilgrim  saint. 

Because  both  seem  to  promise  from  the  heart 

To  greed}'  watchers  starving  for  a  share 

That  coin,  with  which  the  true  may  only  part 

When  the  great  moment  summons  unaware. 

But  if  the  pilgrim  be  not  led  astray, 

If  by  his  trust  he  win  them  to  respond 

Then  will  their  very  longings  find  the  way 

To  knit  each  other's  soul  in  equal  bond. 

Each  will  keep  faithful  measure  to  the  end, 

And  one  star  guide  the  steps  of  friend  with  friend. 
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FALSE    SENTIMENT. 

RED  rage  sears 

My  heart, 

My  eyes  smart 

Scalded  by  unshed  tears, 

To  see  the  true 

Subjected  to  the  impulse  of  the  hour, 

Pluck  and  strew 

In  charming  pose 

The  budding  petals  of  love's  early  rose. 

As  they  flutter  through  the  air 

Brutes  whose  hands  are  grimed  with  soot 

Catch  at  them, 

Soil  and  crush  them, 

Tread  them  under  foot     . 

They  do  not  care 

If  others  lose  their  heritage. 

The  scattered  rose  is  like  a  devil's  wage 
The  soil  it  falls  on  breeds  a  poison  flower. 

Ruhleben,  2jrd  October,  1917. 


TALENTS    AND    FLOWERS. 

ONE  was  awake 

But  shunned  expression  from  a  sense  of  shame 
The  other  planned 

To  gain  expression  for  expression's  sake  ; 
Red  tulips  hidden  underneath  a  frame, 
Red  tulips  drooping  in  the  bearer's  hand. 
1917. 
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EXPRESSION. 

FANNED  by  the  winds  of  a  fierce  desire 

The  spirit  sped  ; 
As  horsemen  spur  from  a  forest  fire 

The  fancies  fled ; 
At  the  thud  of  the  hoofs  on  the  mind's  high-road 

The  heart  awoke — 
But  the  man  was  an  ox,  and  required  a  goad, 

So  he  never  spoke. 


ADVICE. 

"  Ax  moments  when  my  mind  begins  to  reel 

From  wondering  about  itself,  I  feel 

Some  hidden  force  is  there  which  hinders  me 

From  reaching  understanding — like  a  tree, 

Set  on  a  lonely  hill,  I  see  life  move 

Beyond  me,  out  of  reach,  and  cannot  prove 

My  sentiments  to  others,  as  they  are 

In  the  vague  ebb  and  flow  behind  the  bar 

Of  conscious  self-expression — why  must  men, 

However  rich  may  be  their  natures,  live 

Half-isolated,  impotent  to  give 

All  of  the  worth  in  them  its  outward  scope  ?  " 

He  snatched  the  moment  as  I  paused  in  hope 

"  It  certainly  is  sad — but  are  you  wise  ? 

I  think  myself  one  should  not  analyse." 
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THE    STAIR. 

IN  one  last  fitful  flare 

The  dying  log-fire  shone, 

I  awoke  with  a  start  in  my  chair 

And  remembered  my  friends  were  gone. 

But  to-night  I  could  sit  no  more 

In  the  hush  of  the  empty  hall, 

So  I  crossed  the  smooth  oak-floor 

To  the  door-way  set  in  the  wall ; 

Pushed  the  bar  from  its  rusty  ring, 

And  stepped  through  on  to  the  stone 

Of  the  stair  beyond — there,  listening, 

I  stood  in  the  dark — alone. 

When  a  sudden  gust  of  air 

Slammed  to  the  door  behind, 

And  a  mad  voice  said  :    "  This  stair 

Is  the  stair  of  the  lonely  mind, 

Its  steps  in  spirals  wind 

Up  a  tower,  and  the  foolish  find 

No  platform  ends  the  stair 

Lit  by  the  stars — but  air. 

Go  back  to  the  hall  and  keep  on  the  level 

If  you  venture  up  there  you  will  go  to  the  devil." 
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JELANIE. 

I  WONDERED  all  day, 
And  shadows  of  sadness 
Mistily  lay 

On  the  field  of  my  vision. 
The  knife  point's  incision 
Of  doubts  unresolved 
Cut  at  my  heart ; 

Till  at  evening, 

Sitting  alone 

The  hours  that  were  flown 

Melted  away. 

And  round  me  there  clung, 

Half  uttered,  unsung, 

A  melody's  strain 

Haunting  my  brain 

As  the  shapes  of  a  dream. 

Thoughts  rose  and  fell 
Like  the  notes  of  a  bell 
Swept  down  a  stream  ; 
Voicing  the  thrill 
Of  a  task  to  fulfil 
In  the  journey  begun. 


8th  July,  igi6. 
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AUTUMN. 

THE  onrushing  wind 
Sends  a  lilt  through  my  veins, 
Head  back,  lips  apart, 
I  drink  life  to  the  drains. 

Torn  from  the  trees, 
Tossed  here  and  there, 
Dead  leaves  of  autumn 
Whirl  in  the  air. 

Whirl  and  then  drop, 

The  treetops  are  still, 

The  wind  passes  by 

Through  the  wood,  up  the  hill. 

Leaves  I  see  fallen, 
Fallen  and  dead, 
But  "  Spring  comes  again  " 
The  rushing  wind  said. 


3rd  October,  igi6. 
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MEMORIES. 

ONLY  your  far  away  music 

Falls  on  my  slumbering  ear, 
Only  your  far  away  music 

Whispers  me  names  that  are  dear, 
Am  I  worthy  to  touch  your  heart  strings, 

To  plead  for  the  days  gone  by, 
Sad  and  beautiful  dream  things, 

Children  of  memory  ? 

You  are  the  lingering  token 

Telling  of  friends  once  near, 
You  are  the  sorrows  unspoken 

My  senses  alone  can  hear, 
As  notes  in  the  air  when  a  bird  sings 

Your  voices  about  me  fly, 
Sad  and  beautiful  dream  things, 

Children  of  memory  ? 

The  paths  I  follow  may  keep  you 
Hid  from  me  many  a  year, 

Time  like  a  river  may  sweep  you 
Out  of  remembrance  I  fear, 

Yet  I  know  that  the  beat  of  your  soul  \\ings 
Will  circle  me  comfortingly, 
Sad  and  beautiful  dream  things, 
Children  of  memory. 

loth  September,  1916. 
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Lermontoff. 


A    PRAYER. 

(Translated  from  the  Russian.) 

IN  life's  sad  moment  of  despair 

When  all  her  joys  depart, 
One  lovely  thing  remains.     A  prayer 

That  issues  from  my  heart. 

There  is  a  poignant  harmony 
In  living  words.     They  charm 

With  such  elusive  melody, 
They  breathe  so  deep  a  calm, 

That  from  the  soul  the  doubts  and  fears 

Fall,  like  a  load,  away. 
Belief  is  mine,  and  through  my  tears 

I  see  the  day,  the  day  ! 


THE    MOON. 
(Dedicated  to  Tinta.) 

SILENT  gazing  stars  delight 

On  a  lonely  winter  night, 

Petal  of  a  lotus  flower 

Floating  downward  hour  by  hour, 

While  all  the  world  beneath  her  seems 

Like  a  lazy  land  of  dreams. 


I5th  February, 
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"  GONE." 

CRYSTAL  flowers  of  frost  have  blurred 
The  lodger's  window  pane  ; 

In  a  cage  the  singing  bird 
Waits  for  spring  to  come  again. 

Yesterday  the  lodger  heard 

Someone  tapping  at  the  pane     .     . 

A  child  had  tried  to  see  the  bird 
And  passed  on  down  the  lane. 

i6th  February,  1917. 


SONG. 

ALTHOUGH  the  highway  ran  along 
The  garden  wall, 
No  passer-by  had  heard 
The  wild  bird's  song 
Among  the  trees, 
Or  knew 

That  the  tall  sun-flowers  blew 
In  the  garden  of  the  wind. 
Until  a  girl  with  folded  hands 
And  head  bowed  down  came  toiling  by, 
Obedient  to  her  lord's  commands, 
But  weeping  bitterly 
She  heard 
The  wild  song-bird 
Sing  to  the  golden  flowers  that  blew 
In  the  garden  of  the  wind. 
1918. 
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NARCISSUS. 

OVER  a  quiet  pool  when  sunset's  glow 

Sheds  on  the  lapping  waves  its  last  caress, 
Narcissus  stooped  and  saw  the  depths  below 

Reflect  the  image  of  his  loveliness. 
Eager  to  rain  down  kisses  on  his  cool 

Red  lips,  his  arching  neck,  and  pallid  face, 
He  plunged  his  naked  arms  into  the  pool 

And  met  their  beauty  in  a  fond  embrace. 

The  murmuring  waves  have  closed  above  his  head 
Lorn  echo  sobs  his  name  beside  the  water  flowers. 


VENUS    AND    ADONIS. 

AT  noon  when  wood  and  valley  seem  to  sleep 
A  lovely  lady  by  the  river  lies 
Her  hair  in  rippling  wavelets  round  her  twines, 
Catching  the  dancing  sunlight  as  it  shines, 
To  frame  her  pearly  tint  and  drowsy  eyes 
Like  setting  to  some  jewel  of  the  deep. 

The  timid  boy  who  feared  to  hear  her  speak 
But  watched  afar,  sees  how  she  nodding  droops 
And  slumbers  by  the  heat  of  morning  spent. 
He  nears  on  tiptoe  with  his  shy  intent, 
Fearful  to  wake  her  gently  down  he  stoops 
Then  lips,  like  falling  rose-leaves,  kiss  her  cheek. 
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WINTER. 

SOILED  feathers  moulder  in  the  palace  eaves 
Where  swallows  twittered  through  the  summertime, 
The  northwind  sweeps  the  marble  balustrade 
Where  clematis  and  ivy  used  to  climb  ; 
And  on  the  pavement  where  the  tyrant  bade 
The  prostrate  captives  kiss  his  silken  train, 
There  stands  a  woman  ankle  deep  in  leaves 
Her  pale  face  turned  towards  the  driving  rain. 


'ebruary,  1918. 


THE    DYING    PHARAOH. 

"  THE  double  circlet  weighs  upon  my  brow 

I  hate  each  glittering  gem  " 
(Far  off  are  mountain  ranges  crowned  with  snow) 

"  Egypt's  royal  diadem 
Is  but  a  plaything  to  the  gods  below, 

Pray  for  me,  Memphis,  pray, 
Your  ruler's  pride  is  turned  to  loathing  now. 

I,  who  held  state  and  sway, 
Whose  galleys  vassal  kings  were  wont  to  row 

Call  curses  on  my  lands     .     .     . 
Soon  my  stiff  mummy  will  be  decked  for  show 

By  the  embalmer's  hands. 
What  I  desire  the  gods  alone  shall  know." 

(Beyond  the  desert  sands 
Far  off,  are  mountain  ranges  crowned  with  snow.) 


\iarch, 


RUHLEBEN  POEMS  24 


THE    VIKINGS. 

"  THE  twilight  deepens  as  we  ply  the  oar 
The  air  grows  colder,  soon  it  will  be  night, 
Starless  and  overcast — a  tapid  flight 
Of  swallows  passes  and  is  seen  no  more. 
The  screaming  gulls  no  longer  plunge  and  soar 
That  followed  in  our  wake  while  it  was  light, 
The  country  once  our  home  is  out  of  sight, 
We  row  in  silence  now,  towards  a  shore 
Where  hardy  island-folk — grim  sons  of  war 
Will  charge  our  grounded  vessels,  knee  to  knee. 
Whatever  weird  the  gods  on  high  decree 
We  row  determined  to  be  conqueror  "... 
And  even  now  a  harvest  moon,  blood-red, 
Drifts  ghastly  from  the  chambers  of  the  dead. 


PEACE. 

A  HOWLING  mob  reviles  her  as  a  whore, 
Her  back  is  scarred  and  bleeding  from  the  rod, 
They  scourged  her  from  the  Prince's  judgment  seat 
Brutally  scourged  her  up  the  narrow  street, 
Past  the  stone  rampart,  through  the  brazen  door, 
To  the  rock  summit  that  o'erhangs  the  town. 
There,  weeping  in  her  agony,  she  stands 
Before  the  soldiers  picked  to  fling  her  down. 
A  victim  in  the  house  not  made  with  hands 
Slain  on  the  altar  to  the  Unknown  God. 
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THE    WATCHER. 

TIME  sat  by  the  hearth 

Motionless     .     .     . 

Her  dark  eyes  misty  with  the  dreams  to  be  ; 

On  her  white  bosom  a  ruby  gleamed, 

In  her  lap  a  great  book 

Lay  unopened. 

She  watched  the  flame  tongues  leaping  up, 

And  watching  fell  asleep    .     .     . 

A  hurricane  battered  against  the  house, 

Stormed  and  spent  itself  in  the  night. 

Millions  of  flakes  began  to  fall 

Thick  and  fast, 

Dead  souls, 

The  atmosphere  trembled  with  them, 

They  muffled  the  earth  in  virgin  snow    .     . 

After  many  hours 

Time  stirred  and  woke 

And  stood  up  radiant 

Before  the  fire. 

Her  dark  eyes  sparkled  now, 

For  sleep 

Had  brought  her  knowledge  of  the  life  to  be. 


isth  October,  1917. 


RUHLEBEN  POEMS  26 


THY  WILL  BE  DONE. 

FRAIL  ones  that  wait  while  others  serve  and  die, 
Fast  in  a  prison  vaulted  by  the  sky, 
Far  from  the  battle's  thunder  hear  us  cry  : 
"  Thy  will  be  done  !  " 

Scatter  from  earth  the  sin-drenched  mists  of  tears, 
Strike  dumb  the  lips  that  boast  their  coward  fears, 
Shine  forth  with  glory  of  Thy  myriad  years — 
"  Thy  kingdom  come  !  " 


SUMMER. 

THE  snowy  veils  that  hid  the  bride  are  gone, 
The  spring  has  bared  her  bosom  to  the  sun. 
Wearing  a  wreath  of  purple  hyacinths 
And  blood-red  poppies  tangled  in  her  hair, 
She  roams  through  fields  ablaze  with  daffodils, 
Or  dances  by  the  streams  where  moss  has  spread 
Its  dimpled  carpet  for  her  maiden  feet     . 
She  has  become  a  deeper  joy  to  me 
Since  I  have  known  her  pass  through  prison  gates 
And  gather  blossoms  from  the  hearts  of  men. 
I  feel  her  presence  nearest  me  at  dawn, 
I  seem  to  see  her  foot-print  in  the  sand, 
I  hear  her  voice  re-echoed  in  the  songs 
With  which  the  birds  salute  the  rising  sun. 
At  noon  the  wind  blows  dust  across  the  yard, 
The  birds  are  silent,  and  the  sand  lies  smooth. 
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TO    A    SNOW    STATUE. 

THE  breathless  beauty  of  the  moulded  snow 
Holds  me  against  myself,  rigid  and  hard 
The  naked  figure  sits  grotesquely  stark 
Facing  the  wind.     From  feet  to  icy  brow 
A  poor  mock  statue.     Yet  I  find  it  starred 
With  twinkling  frost  whose  ever  dancing  spark 
Catches  the  sun.     To  some  it  may  appear 
A  trivial  thing  :     To  me  as  I  gaze  here 
This  figure  cut  in  snow,  not  marble,  tells 
Of  harmonies  unknown  to  prison  bells. 


2gth  January,  1917. 


EVENING. 

WTE  felt  the  sandy  ground 

Scorching  under  our  feet, 

The  trees  stood  round 

Their  dry  leaves  drooping  listless  from  the  heat, 

And  as  we  stared, 

Like  the  reflection  from  a  fiery  stake 

A  blood-red  bar  of  light 

Slanted  across  the  lake. 

The  angry  sun  still  glared, 

The  giant  clouds  still  sprawled  along  the  sky  ; 

But  soon 

We  knew  the  rising  moon 

Would  kiss  the  world  good-night 

And  reign  on  high. 
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RUHLEBEN    IN    WINTER. 

A  DULL  grey  sky, 
No  breeze 

Stirs  the  leafless  wood, 
Ravens  fly 
Out  of  the  trees, 
And  below 
By  a  frozen  pond 
The  sentries  go  to  and  fro 
Through  the  wood 
In  the  trodden  snow. 
Beyond, 

From  the  field  behind  the  wire, 
We  see  a  tower, 
Chimney-stacks, 
Whose  smoke  uncurls, 
A  bleak  church-spire, 
Barracks 

Where  a  flag  unfurls     .     .     . 
Moses  !  how  long  must  we  gaze  on  this 
Sad  land  of  promise, 
Lost  land  of  power. 
1917. 
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RUHLEBEN    AT    NIGHT. 

THE  moon  has  hid  behind  an  ugly  cloud, 

Somewhere  a  cricket  sings  monotonously  loud, 

A  squad  of  soldiers  marches  through  the  yard 

To  mount  the  guard. 

Men,  prisoners  a  month  or  two  ago, 

Lie  buried  in  a  Berlin  cemetery, 

And  at  our  carpenters'  there  stands  a  row 

Of  new  made  crosses,  stained  to  look  like  marble. 

Before  another  month  has  drifted  by 

The  rain  perhaps  will  wash  the  paint  away, 

To-night  the  dead  still  lie 

Below  a  heap  of  clay, 

Whilst  soldiers  march  across  the  prison  yard 

To  mount  the  guard. 


August,  1918. 
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ESTO    MEMOR. 

DARK  is  the  night  about  me 

Dark  my  soul     .     .     . 

The  leaden  clappers  dull  monotony 

Has  ceased  to  toll     .     .     . 

Another  day  is  done. 

Let  it  not  die 

Forgotten  now  its  course  of  hours  is  run, 

But  let  there  be 

A  deep  impression  in  my  memory, 

To-morrow  when  the  sun  rides  high 

And  thaws  the  frost  of  yesterday. 

For  this  I  pray, 

Ah  !    wakeful  soul  watch  on  ! 


30th  December, 
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TO    GERMANY. 

"  EVEN  when  peace  comes  we  will  meet  no  more — 
Your  crimes  blot  out  your  name  from  honour's  roll ; 
The  dead  and  justice  claim  so  great  a  toll 

That  you  can  never  enter  at  our  door." 

Thoughts  such  as  these  confine  by  rigid  law 
The  noblest  virtue  of  our  man's  estate, 
Prove  us  too  weak  to  overcome  a  hate 
Unworthy  if  the  pangs  our  lost  loves  bore. 
We  went — they  waited  patiently  alone 
Till  sudden  death  fell  on  them  in  the  dark, 
They  died  that  we  might  open  pardon's  gate. 
We  fight  for  them,  and  though  you  bear  Cain's  mark 
We  see  ourselves  and  cannot  throw  the  stone, 
But  when  love  knocks  she  shall  not  stand  and  wait. 


August,  1917. 
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THE   ARMISTICE. 

THE  teeming  earth  to-day  forgets  her  grief 

For  maiden  cities  martyred  at  the  stake, 

A  season  rich  in  promise  is  awake, 

The  autumn  tints  are  glowing  on  the  leaf. 

Beside  to-day  the  ghastly  years  seem  brief 

As  dreams  that  flit  at  dawn.     We  do  not  make 

Thanksgiving  to  the  old  grim  gods  who  break 

Man's  over-weening  pride  ;    only  relief 

From  long  suspense  is  ours.     Now  comes  the  time 

When  all  who  heard  death's  summons  name  on  name 

Shall  witness  to  us  of  the  living  God. 

He  knows  no  vengeance.     We  atone  the  crime 

By  pardon  freely  given  and  our  own  shame, 

A  stronger  scourge  than  an  Avenger's  rod. 


Ruhleben,  October,  igi8. 
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DEDICATION. 

CLOCKS  may  set  limits  to  the  lapse  of  time, 

Years,  months,  and  days  have  their  appointed  end 

Rounded  to  silence  by  the  measured  chime 
Intoning  every  hour — but  joy  can  lend 
Limitless  time  to  one  who  always  young 

Keeps  child-like  things  when  childhood's  knell  is  rung. 


DREAM-TRYST. 

KNIGHT  of  dreams  and  lullabies, 
Shadow  warrior  from  the  skies, 
Riding  through  the  airy  ways 
Friend  of  ghosts  and  fancy's  fays  ; 
Knight  of  dreams,  your  panoply 
Charms  my  earth-unfettered  eyes, 
Child  of  ancient  chivalry 
Bid  me  arise  ! 

Bear  me  on  your  chargers  fleet, 
Like  some  battle  captured  prize, 
To  your  wassails  revelry 
In  the  land  beyond  the  skies  ; 
Set  my  world-untrammelled  feet 
In  the  castle  of  delight, 
Let  me  linger  through  the  halls, 
When  lovers  plight. 

Knight  of  dreams,  your  panoply 
Holds  the  secrets  of  the  wise, 
As  in  solemn  tapestry 

A  story  lies. 

Secrets  of  the  harmony 
That  fills  those  antique  walls, 
Where  the  happy  minstrelsy 
Sings  joy  that  never  dies. 

ijth  June,  igi6. 
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THE  ELF. 

The  best  of  it  is  that  I  know 

That  the  little  white 

Ghost  is  myself. 

He  flits  in  the  glow 

Of  the  candle  light 

Chuckling  so  cheerily.     0  ! 

Little  Elf 

Your  glad  blue  eyes 

Are  winking  at  me. 

Hear  how  he  cries  : 

"  Would  you  be  wise  ? 

Lies  !     All  lies  ! 

Laugh  at  despairs  ! 

Who  cares  ?     Who  cares  ?  " 

Then  he  points  his  toes 

In  an  elegant  pose 

Kisses  his  hand 

To  me  merrily — and 

Did  I  doze  ? 
Who  knows  ? 


I2th  February,  1917. 
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HER   COMB. 

HER  opal  pendent  leaps  into  a  flame 

The  room  reels  past  him  as  their  feet  obey 

The  measure  of  the  music — gliding  through 

The  dizzy  maze  of  dancers,  till  his  heart 

Glows  with  the  senses  clinging  ecstasy. 

Against  his  cheek  brush  wisps  of  golden  hair 

Like  sunbeams — suddenly  :  "  0  dear 

Please  stop,"  the  lady  cries,  "  my  comb  was  loose  and  fell, 

Let's  look  for  it,  d'you  mind  ?     It's  tortoiseshell." 


1917. 


AN   ITALIAN   PICTURE. 
(Ugolino  speaks.) 

THEY  knew  not  that  I  watched  them  from  below 

Leaning  together  on  the  balcony 

The  lady  Emilia  and  my  nephew  Paolo. 

They  seemed  to  whisper,  then,  e'er  she  was  ware, 
He'd  plucked  from  a  vase  a  blue  anemone 
And  laughing  lightly  twined  it  in  her  hair. 

Nay,  Ugolino,  it  was  not  well  done, 

The  duke  was  mounting  horse  to  ride  away, 

If,  when  he  and  his  flatterers  had  gone, 


RUHLEBEN  POEMS  36 

You  had  upbraided  them     .     .     .     but  why  betray 
Their  folly  before  men  whom  you  despise  ? 
This  was  to  act  the  jester  in  a  play 

Aping  his  betters  to  divert  his  lord. 

"  The  flame,"  you  cried,  "  has  singed  the  butterflies, 

See  how  she  blushes  !  "     Truly,  a  rich  reward 

When  the  duke  smiled  to  hear  the  rest  applaud. 
But,  Ugolino,  it  was  not  well  done. 


THE   CAVALIER. 

GRACEFULLY  gallops  to  Salisbury  town 
The  lover,  a  King's  Cavalier 
^    With  thoughts  of  delight 
He  spurs  through  the  night, 
Till  mists  of  the  morning  appear. 

Tirelessly  over  the  dew  of  the  down 

His  horse  speeds  swift  as  a  deer, 

For  there  in  the  city 

A  darling  so  pretty 

Keeps  kisses  for  her  cavalier. 


February,  igi6. 
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EXPECTANCY. 

SHE  turned  her  head  slightly 
And  started,  for  lightly 
The  wind  fanned  her  hair, 
A  blush  and  a  dimple 
Then  lovely  eyes  twinkle 
With  sad  little  tears. 

The  breeze  has  deceived  her, 
Its  whispers  have  teased  her 
To  tears  of  despair, 
She  thought  to  discover 
The  lips  of  her  lover 
And  turned — to  find  air. 


EXPECTANCY. 

SHE  is  deaf  to  the  chaunt  of  the  monks  and  the  distant  toll  of  the 
curfew, 

As  she  stands  on  the  wave-swept  rocks  alone,  regardless  of  danger. 
Watching  the  tumbling  surf  and  the  aimless  flight  of  the  seamew, 

Dennis,  her  Dennis  is  dead,  killed  by  the  sword  of  a  stranger. 

1 5th  September,  1916. 
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THERE  WAS  A  SOUND  OF  REVELRY  BY  NIGHT. 

WHEN  my  Lady  Deep  Sea  Trout 
Gave  a  fashionable  rout 
For  her  daughters  coining  out, 
Nothing  could  describe  the  crush 
In  her  pools  and  oozy  slush 
At  the  West  end  of  the  Lake. 

Minnows  darted  in  and  out, 
Waggling  waltzsteps  with  their  tails, 
Salmon  in  their  brightest  scales, 
Proud  as  courtiers  at  a  levee, 
Pirouetted  round  a  bevy 
Of  delicious  little  shrimps. 

Flounders  splashed  through  foursome  reels 
Ogled  by  the  congereels, 
Pompous  lobsters  watched  the  spree, 
Flippant  whitings  from  the  sea 
Zigzagged  madly  with  the  Prawns, 
Trod  on  Mrs.  Bloaters  corns. 

So  "  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage  bell  " 
While  the  tide  rose  with  its  voluptuous  swell ! 
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THE  SENTIMENTAL  PEDLAR. 

I  MET  a  pedlar  as  I  crossed  the  moor, 
An  old  man  and  the  poorest  of  the  poor, 
We  talked,  I  lit  his  pipe,  he  said  :   I'm  sure 
I  hae  na  far  to  gang  to  reach  the  end 
O'  ma  day's  journey.     Ay,  it's  fine  to  stay 
And  watch  the  sunset  glowin'.     I've  sold  nails 
Laces  and  strings  these  mony  years  and  spend 
Ma  profits  when  I  earn  them,  though  folks  say 
That's  wasteful.     Noo  I'm  auld  my  eyesight  fails     .     .    , 
Whist !     Did  ye  see  yon  lav'rocks  ?     .     .     .     I'm  a  mon 
That  tries  tae  keep  his  bearings,  gaes  straucht  on 
Until  his  legs  be  weary.     Why  ?     I  must. 
What  might  I  live  on  ?     Water  and  a  crust. 
Sleep  where  I  maun.     Last  nicht  a'  hint  a  stook, 
I've  ae  had  by  me  in  ma  powk  ae  buik. 
"  What's  that  ?  "  said  I.     "  The  Bible  or  a  Burns  ?  " 
"  Na,  na,"  said  he,  "  a  History  o'  Ferns." 
Ruhleben,  igth  September,  igi6. 


THE   LIME. 

THE  bonfire  has  burned  the  fallen  lime, 
The  forester  hacks  at  the  stump  and  roots 
Kicking  wet  earth  from  his  hob- nailed  boots 
Then  he  flattens  the  ground  with  his  spade 
When  I  was  a  boy  I  often  played 
And  climbed  by  myself  in  the  lime. 
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THE  TWO  TRAVELLERS. 


FIRST  TRAVELLER  : 


IT  is  dark  and  the  wind  blows  coldly, 
But  stop  with  me  here  by  the  roadside. 

Do  you  see  how  the  wall  of  that  building 
Firmly  stands  on  its  keystone  ? 

So  it  was  built  by  the  Normans. 
Now  on  the  left  see  a  slackheap 

Carted  away  in  the  night 
Refuse  and  dirt  of  the  coalmine. 


That,  the  work  of  an  army, 
Has  warded  like  riveted  armour 


Buffets  of  storms  through  the  centuries, 
This,  it  is  nothing, 

, 
Dust  to  be  scattered — no  more. 

So  seem  to  me  triumph  and  failure  : 


Failure,  when  mind  like  the  slackheap 

Lies  wasting  ;  when  man  yields  to  indolence, 

Turning  his  talents  to  dross 

And  the  gifts  that  God  gave  him  to  impotence  ; 
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Triumph,  when  firm  as  the  castle 
He  builds  his  life  on  a  keystone, 

Facing  the  changes  of  chance 
With 


SECOND  TRAVELLER  : 

Forgive  me,  time  presses,  good  evening. 

Ruhleben,  gth  September,  igi6. 


THE   HURRICANE. 

HEAVEN'S  white  horses  race 

Headlong  across  the  sky, 

Tossing  their  foam-flecked  manes 

In  the  teeth  of  the  gale. 

The  ice-god  holds  the  reins, 

Lashed  by  his  flail 

The  star-shod  chargers  fly 

On  the  track  where  the  moonlight  gleams 

Lost  in  a  world  of  dreams 

I  gaze  on  earth's  upturned  face. 


November  2gth, 
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AMOUR  FUGITIF. 

LIGHT-FOOTED  as  the  wind 
That  stirs  the  new  mown  hay, 
And  skims  across  the  dew 
In  fields  half-lit  by  day, 

Love  dances  through  my  dreams, 
I  call  to  her  to  stay, 
But  over  fields  of  sleep 
She  vanishes  away. 
1917. 


LABUNTUR  ANNI. 

WINDS  blow  over  the  moorland 
At  dusk  in  the  winter  time, 
Long  clouds  break  and  scatter 
In  hues  of  the  setting  sun, 
On  the  trees  in  the  darkling  woodland 
The  snow-weighed  branches  break, 
Bats  flit  out  of  the  coverts 
As  mists  rise  over  the  lake. 
On  the  hearth  when  the  day  is  ended 
The  flickering  fire  burns  low, 
Circled  about  by  shadows 
The  smouldering  embers  glow  ; 
Hushed  are  the  happy  lovers, 
Awed  by  the  evening  peace 
The  silence  of  late  December 
That  heralds  a  year's  decease. 
1916. 
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LOVE'S  TRUMPETER. 

THOUGH  foiled  ambition  yielding  to  remorse 
Idly  laments  the  heights  it  cannot  climb, 
My  dreams  shall  still,  like  troops  of  gallant  horse, 
Order  their  pace  to  serve  a  poet's  rhyme. 
They  move  to  battle — at  my  verse's  spur 
Hope,  and  the  meed  of  hope,  are  trampled  down, 
Young  Love  rides  on  before  as  trumpeter 
Careless  of  death,  and  eager  for  renown — 
Ever  before  to  lead  my  charging  dreams. 
Defiance  rings  from  his  bugle  through  the  fray 
Endeavour  summons  where  his  sword-blade  gleams, 
None  may  withstand  him — none  dare  disobey. 
ig  18. 


INVOCATION    TO   SONG. 

STRENGTHEN  my  song,  twin  stars,  and  give  me  courage- 
Sun — thy  fierce  dawn  has  lit  a  torch  in  me, 
My  eyes  were  fascinated  by  thy  light 
Yearning  to  drink  their  fill — my  voice  would  sing 
Triumphant  praise  to  thee,  and  shall  do  so 
Its  powers  once  proved.     Thee  too  I  here  invoke 
The  lonely  pilgrim,  restless  as  a  child, 
Moon,  ever-elusive  friend  to  me,  thy  beams 
Play  on  my  face  to-night  and  madden  me 
With  baffling  doubts  that  rouse  my  soul  to  song. 
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TO  DAWN. 

THE  mists  that  now  obscure  the  Eastern  doors 
Will  soon  dissolve  before  you — Lucifer 

With  brandished  torch  attests  that  vou  are  near. 

• 

The  virgin  moon — unwilling  to  depart, — 

Still  lingers  on,  between  delight  and  fear, 

To  see  the  cloudy  portals  roll  apart, 

And  one  step  forth  beside  whose  loveliness 

Her  silver  halo  pales.     Darkness  and  night 

Have  mustered  all  their  velvet-hooded  powers 

Of  ghosts  and  demons — ready  to  take  flight. 

What  need  has  Dawn  who  courts  the  waning  stars 

To  learn  from  lovers  that  her  lips  are  red  ? 

What  need  has  she  who  wanders  free  from  care 

And  comes  escorted  by  the  summer  breeze 

To  dwell  alone  among  the  voiceless  dead  ? 

I  see  you  by  the  lake's  deep  looking-glass 

With  rosy  fingers  binding  up  your  hair 

While  meadow-grasses  bathe  your  feet  in  dew. 

The  elves  have  spun  and  woven  cunningly 

Daises  and  cowslips,  triple  clover-leaves, 

Pansies  and  wild  wood  flowers  of  every  hue, 

With  poppies  gathered  in  the  barley  field, 

And  stately  tiger  lilies  chalices, 

To  make  you  girdles,  dainty  bodices, 

And  frocks  that  rustle  brushed  along  the  grass, 

And  tiny  satin  slippers,  crimson-heeled. 

A  sumptious  choice  lies  littered  far  and  wide, 

Queen  of  my  heart  arise  and  deck  yourself, 

Your  brief  but  splendid  reign  has  now  begun. 

I  tremble  when  the  first  delicious  blush 

Proclaims  my  praises  go  not  unespied  ; 

With  finger  at  your  lips  you  beckon  me 

To  silence — lest  I  wake  the  infant  sun, 


RUHLEBEN   POEMS 

Who  still  lies  cradled  deep  below  the  sea 
Rocked  by  old  Nereus  shapely- ankled  girls. 
Blind  Darkness  glides  towards  his  home  below 
The  Western  hills  and  cannot  part  us  now, 
Child  Lucifer  has  laid  his  torch  away 
And  smiles  on  us  unseen— My  Darling,  come, 
Together  we  will  view  the  newborn  day  ; 
The  world  is  ours  one  little  moment  more. 


igiS. 


VULCAN'S   HAMMER. 

ALL  day  long  in  his  forge  underlying  the  flame-peak  of  Etna 
Vulcan  welded  the  iron — his  hammer,  swung  from  the  shoulder, 
Battered   the   well-aimed   blows,    sparks   rained,    and   the   metal 

resounded, 

Sturdily  struck  into  shoes  for  the  winged  steeds  of  immortals. 
Nightfall  came — exultant  with  Pride  and  the  sense  of  Attainment, 
Vulcan  towered  erect,  again  gripped  his  hammer  and  heaved  it 
Over  his  head  with  a  laugh,  strained,  poised  for  a  moment,  then 

drove  it 

Brutally  down  on  the  anvil — the  oak-haft  shivered  to  fragments, 
Dashed  from  its  socket  the  head  flew  slantwise  into  the  furnace. 
Silently  round  the  great  God  came  thronging  his  workmen  gigantic, 
"  Broke  is  the  hammer,"  he  cried,  "  but  il  served  in  the  task  of 

Creation." 

1918. 
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